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" Are we down stream?" cried Hood, pointing towards
our encampment.
" No! don't be uneasy, captain!" answered Banks
laughing; "we are up the river."
" That's all right! It would never do to water Behemoth
at an impure fountain!"
We passed on through thousands of natives massed to-
gether in comparatively small space.   The ear was struck
by a discordant noise of chains and small bells.   It was
thus that mendicants appealed to public charity.   Infinitely
varied specimens of this vagrant brotherhood swarmed in
all directions.   Most of them displayed false wounds and.,
deformities, but although   the   professed   beggars only"
pretend to be sufferers, it is very different with the reli-
gious fanatics.   In  fact it  would be difficult to carry
enthusiasm further than they do.
Some of the fakirs, nearly naked, were covered with
ashes; one had his arm fixed in a painful position by
prolonged tension, another had kept his hand closed until
it was pierced by the nails of his own fingers.
Some had measured the whole distance of their journey
by the length of their bodies, For hundreds of miles
they had continued incessantly to lie down, rise up, and
lie down again, as though acting the part of a sur-
veyor's chain.
Here some of the faithful* stupefied with " bang " (which